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Get better 
set up with a 
student loan 
Whether it's furniture, 
textbooks, a computer or a car, 
our Deferred Repayment Loan 
can help 
For more information ask in branch 
or call 13 13 12 
Financial solutions. For life! 
^NvHonal 
Preferential lending rates apply. The maximum deferral period is five years. Interest accrues from date of drawdown. Full details of the fees and charges and relevant 
terms and conditions are available upon application. The National's normal lending criteria applies. ©2004 National Australia Bank Limited ABN12 004 044 937 NIOAOS; 
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BRIDGE OVER CALM WATERS 
The act of renovation usually involves making something 
more elDcicnt and as a consequence whatever was in existence 
before the renovation is rendered obsolete. 
So there's the Green Bridge. And there's the Dutton Park 
I'err>'. 
The ferry crossing between UQ and Dutton Park began 
operation in 1966 after students presented a petition ofover 
4000 signatures to the then Lord Mayor, Clem Jones who 
allowed ferry owner Bob Kent to add the Dutton Park ferry 
to his fleet of seven boats. Since 1969, the Ferry has operated 
successfully without any rate-payers' assistance. However. 
over the years the Brisbangi.Cily 
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go with the flow. 
The old warehouse is a true renovator's delight. Down one 
isle timber, glass, tiles, lighting, plastic, insulation, louvres 
and shee^metal are stacked up 
to the roof. Along another isle, 
bins of corks, pieces of piping and 
rubber disks all jostle for space. 
The fact that all of these materials 
have been rescued on their way to 
landfill makes Reverse Garbage a 
true greenie's delight as well. 
''On average, over 2 tonnes 
of industrial waste is saved and 
brought here to the warehouse to 
be sold to the public every week," 
says Lyn Graham, one of the 
members of the co-operative that 
is Reverse Garbage. 
Started in 1999 by the 
Brisbane environmental group 
Friends of the Earth, Reverse 
Garbage \^ 'as modelled on similar 
stores in Sydney and Melbourne. 
But far from being solely a 
hippie hangout, the warehouse 
at West End is constantly full of a 
variety of happy treasure-hunters 
strolling through the isles in 
search of that perfect piece for 
their project. "Everyone from 
artists, teachers, gardeners and 
film students loves this place. Even 
the props director for Scooby Doo 
was a constant visitor when it was being shot on the Gold 
Coast." 
It is obvious to see why the place is so popular. AJl of the 
materials are sold for less than 50% of cost price and half of 
them are things that you won't find for sale anywhere else. 
It works like this. Businesses and manufacturers, instead 
of paying for waste to be sent to landfill, put their waste in 
the bins that Reverse Garbage leaves outside the factories. 
While there are currently hundreds of suppHers donating 
materials. Reverse Garbage is always looking for new ones. 
While all of the materials are pre-consumer waste, in 
order to be sold at the store, they all must be safe and non-
toxic. Occasionally some very strange things arrive. 
"In the past we've had a large foam hotdog, a sleigh on wheels 
that you could sit in and a horse's head that you could wear. 
The most macabre things though are definitely the plaster 
teeth and feet. The kids all love the teeth." 
As well as the fun stuff, there are materials for 
serious builders and craftspeople. One man has rebuilt 
his entire floor from recycled timber ofFcuts. 
Another couple are currently doing a complete 
renovation of a large bus with timber, vinyl and 
fabric from Reverse Garbage. 
"I think the reason why people find 
coming to Reverse Garbage so satisfying is that 
it is a place where art and the environment 
intersect." 
Certainly, the potential for artwork 
created from the recycled materials is 
astonishing. A gift shop attached to the 
warehouse serves as inspiration for anyone 
shopping at Reverse Garbage and shows the 
ingenuity of local artists who have designed 
works using a majority of recycled materials. 
There are CD racks made from recycled 
timber and louvre parts, toys made out of bike 
chains, jewellery fashioned from IVIA.B blocks 
and notepads covered with 5 1/2" floppy disks. 
The gallery shines with innovarion and 
any misconceptions that things must be new 
in order to be high quality are left at the door. 
It's a matter of reconceptualising garbage; to 
find the aspects of an object that will make it 
functional in a whole new arena. 
Perhaps in the future, when raw materials 
such as timber and metal have been depleted 
to the point of scarcity, we all may have employ 
this inventiveness when constructing anything 
new Think Mad Max. At least Reverse 
Garbage gives us hope that some people are already 
thinking ahead and helping to ensure that this depiction 
never occurs. 
Reverse Garbage is @ 296 Montague Road West End 
Students can become subscribers for Sio ayear and 
receive 10% off the price of materials. 
0¥ATION CASE STUDY #1: 
•'•I>I.*l^«.Hl 3 or three years have seen a strange phenomenon sweep across the Australian urban landscape. 
Ihout Brisbane, whole suburbs^have succumbed to the fever fuelled by TV programs like Backyard Blitz, 
mran6 Changing Rooms. That's right, it's the renovation bug. Areas that have been hit the hardest are 
.3ly inner city suburbs like Paddington and New Farm but the bug is gradually spreading into places once.^  
ht immPne. Aspley, Manly and even Tarragindi are showing signs of infection. It appears that there are 
^s i s t an t strains of buildings that can ward off this disease. 
4iiinmn» 
awful mistakes in architecture and design seem destined to slip^through unscathed. Some of these 
\ refugees are so unappealing that one would have thought they would have been the most likely 
remake. This team of style police have decided that it's R-Day for the following buildings... 
Donalds 
" ^uys are trying their best to keep up with the changing 
ii^ocicty bur they're ahqiit ro.stciSs bqhind everybody 
^ L h is funny for a corporation with a marketing 
^Wr the size of Tasmania. T'he new salads plus menu 
^ K : just doesn't cut it. It's time to lose the (lolden 
^ H funny hut shajicd "restaurant". If they arc going 
^ffrheir appeal perhaps rhe rcd'plastic swivel chairs 
Htra.ded for some uncomfortable Swedish designed 
..Btools like every other cafe/coflee bar. The red and 
,' colour scheme has also got to go. In place, perhaps 
(lark browns and deep blues. As for the outside, it 
more lines, preferably horizontal ones. Maybe Macca's 
"ully succumbed to the renovation bug because there's 
) manv of thcni to infect all at once. [of you who haven't heard of this place, it's one e's longest running and highly acclaimed ^ star .. specializing predominately in seafood. For lu who have eaten there, go straight to No S. • fish and chip shop theme doesn't suit the or the menu prices of the place. UyouVc going to )ver S30 for a main, you want to he experiencing and style, nor dining under a fake trawling net 
c crabs suspended from the ceiling. "The Blue 
r in i^)liee .Academy has nothing on this places 
oro one. Who knows, mavbe rhe yachries dig ir. 
^ ^ I ^ o u n d a b o u t House 
^H.-honell Drive. House before the roundaliour. 
H P t . you all know rhe one with the funny grilled 
H s a shame ro include this house, but it's a sure 
_ J i r infection. This house is in prime real estate 
loiv. .So far ir has managed ro lighr olf all arracks of 
' transformed inro a block of units tor the inrernarional 
I marker, or a sr\'lish new duplex for rhe more wealrhy s. Bur it's onh' a niarrerof time. 
No 7: Caioundra ^ s , 
Rather-^han renovation, this place- badly needs a 
dercnovat^on to restore it to its old state. Like most towns 
on the Sunshine Coast, Caioundra got the bug bad and 
a cure needs to be found fast because the changes aren't 
pretty As more development and renovating has taken 
place, C^alounclra h^s lost all its sleepy charm and laid-back 
'appeal. Not hearly enough resistance was shown, with a new 
shorefront developmeht appearing with eyery high tide. , , 
No 6: Poppy Thai Taker Away 
This little place is on the whole not too bad. The food 
is really good for take-away Thai. However, the owners 
haven't learnt rhar UV lights and food don't go. Most 
people associare UV lights with techno and amphetamines, 
not tasty T'hom Yum soup. Asian culture has a reputation 
for uni(jue and incomprehensible fads that are normally 
entertaining, (blowing noodles and rice isn't one of them. 
No 5: Centrel ink 
It's a wonder nobody has thought of this before. Ontrelink 
offices around Australia arc crying out for makeovers that 
will turn them into minimart style complexes. There 
could be a coffee bar, food court, newsagent and pharmacy 
The long tedious wait in the dole cue would be that much 
more pleasant with a dodgy kebab in the mouth and a V(S 
Supercars mag to fliek through. (Considering rhe average 
visit to Ontrelink is over one hour, the sales would be 
huge. Imagine how eonvenient it would be- for the oldies 
to have their scripts for ointments filled out while the 
Cxntreiink sralf hassle them about their disabiliries. After 
all. Centrelink's latest motto is "giving you options". 
Number 4: Federat ion Square (Victoria's (ventre for 
the Arts) 
This is a weird one. Rather than being a case of renovation 
resistance, this is a had case of renovation mutation. 'Ihis 
renovation has resulted in the construction of an unsightly 
new complex rhar looks somewhar like rhe maze of mirrors 
DISEASE A IMMUNITY By Dame J 
in side-show alley This building has already been the centre 
of much controversy as it took over 5 ye^rs to build due 
to huge disagreements between architects, builders and 
the government. The disagreements unfortunately must 
have manifested themselves into the buildings. Though 
the people of Victoria will never admit it, deep down they 
wish this place was built in Sydney not Melbourne. The 
government is just going to have,to give it enough time for 
people to forget about it and then they'll knock it down and 
pretend the wholfe debacle.never happened. 
Federation Square, Melbourne 
J^nmber 3: Ric's Cafe and Bar 
How this place managed to survive in its current Sia 
truly the eighth wonder of the world. What a du* 
your idea of a good club is a Mexican restaurantW 
matchbox then you need help. Not RS much as RicH 
Perhaps it would be better If it were turned int»4 
second-hand bookstore or something, where you can hi 
your way down narrow aisles of fantasy only to,find-stiiJ 
remaining punter who's convinced the party will g ^ i 
is a good thing Ric's hasn't been turned into a su]H 
but something needs to be done about the spacfe anH 
problems in therd. 
Number 2: Michael Jacks on 
He's not a building, or if he is he's a'very unstable on( 
over the last 10 years he's had more renovations perfo 
on his face than New Farm and Teneriffe combin(y^ L 1 
definitely got the renovation disease for sure, alorj 
the other sicknesses, illnesses or whatever you warn i 
ithem. Anyway, Mikeijust needs one'fina) and very sir 
renovation. It's called a brown paper bag. '. ; 
; * • > , 
Number i: My House 
It's not a bad place, but I'd love a nice big wooden deck 
on the back with one of those shadecloth sails. Mayt 
sunken spa out there as well. Then another smalle 
the front of the house. 
Underneath could be built in and soundproofed foi 
studio and micro-brewery The kitchen could have tht 
ripped up to be tiled or corked [I'm open to sugge«*j 
that one]. The garden is a bit of a mess too, so if j 
anyone else from those crazy reno programs is wa 
this, I live at 12 Depper St, Toowong. f 
•^^ <'^ ;* fS^ ;c ;3 ^Bm^ 

But on this night, developing circumstances were such that the way might not be 
so easily found and sovereignty not so contemptuously presumed. Accordingly this 
boy was not mindful of the ordinary things...not even of the extraordinary things 
He acknowledged no aesthetic delight in the subtle smells of night. Neither did he 
despair of the urban decay that he might have seen all around him in the cracked 
asphalt underfoot, in the flaking paint of vandalised, derelict buildings or in the great 
plenty of rubbish left abandoned to the capricious wind to flitter for a time about 
the gutters. He did not bask as he walked, in glorious pride of some recent victory 
nor did he mourn face lost in some bygone embarrassing defeat. He felt not even the 
numinous awe of the sky's stars whose light still managed to reach him deep down in 
that shadowy alley outside that dingy, smoky bar, from which he was departing with 
some mild desperation. In fact, he had very few thoughts at all other than those which 
arose from the milieu of his exigency 
If he were to rest very still he could count to several thousands before he would 
exhaust all the sounds audible in that night environ. However, on this occasion he 
was as much impelled to move as he was to breathe, and the fear of that which may 
be behind him had so dispossessed him of his senses that the only sounds that could 
pierce this compulsive deafness were the noise of the door to the club opening or the 
drumbeat of assailing footsteps as he hurried forth from that alley to a safer place. 
And then he knew fear. It arrived anew and yet was vaguely famiUar as might be a 
friend not seen since childhood. A characteristic sound behind him signalled the 
sudden opening of the door to the bar that was succeeded instantly by a volume of 
bad music, which discharged into the alley together with a number of men whose 
countenances and postures signalled a collective will of ill intent. It was in that 
moment that his world shrunk still further, for not only were there those behind him 
in hottest pursuit, but in front of him now stood three more, who had come from the 
street ahead to occlude the exit from the alley Tightly enclosed port and starboard by 
unforgiving brick, and fore and aft by men with sticks, fists and violent purpose, the 
history of his life, as recent as yesterday, seemed as distant as Heaven. Fading from 
him were such trivialities as his name, and even an image of his mother's face would 
have struck him as alien, unreal. It seemed to him that the alley was all he had ever 
known, and to escape it all he could ever want for. 
Upon him came the thunder. He had made an attempt to rush past the men into 
the street but, ignorant of the ways of fighting, a great wave had hit him and taken 
him under, dumping him hard against the floor. Fists and feet, elbows and knees and 
things much harder fell on him with great force. He was only aware of a barrage of 
senses. Pain was eminent amongst them, and he felt his ribs 
crack like knuckles. A message from his leg transferred its 
crippled state. He felt his head being trampled again and 
again upon the asphalt, and with each hit a flash of light 
illuminated the alley but he could see nothing save the 
storm about him and the certainty of his circumstance. He 
was drowning in that wild sea of human forms, writhing as 
one in the alley 
¥or a moment, despite the onslaught, his mind drifted to 
another place where he could lament his folly The futility 
of saving himself seemed real. He recalled the trajectory 
of the evening and how this came to be happening, the 
imprudence of his profligate existence, the error of his 
ways. And all the while, he dwelt in regret, the thunder 
increasingly prevailed upon him. With the pummel of 
incursions to his body came an equally thunderous volley 
of disturbed thoughts, each bodily strike seeming to have 
an enervating, demoralising mental counterpart. Flashing 
before him were strange, desultory images; here a nameless 
flower in full bloom, there a child on a small bike, then a 
had been a branching concatenation of choices. It dawned 
on him that even here, at the bottom of a great mass of 
angry flesh and accosted by vicious fists, that he was still 
empowered to traverse that twilight between present and 
future and so design for himself yet a sovereign path. 
He would fight. 
Wondrously it seemed, he found himself on his feet. 
Later he could recall having done nothing in particular to 
accomplish this, but surely there he was on his feet and 
moving. Moving. Moving. Move. He dared-not stop for 
fear of returning down to the ground. The egress from that 
alley seemed to grow in size until it was all that he could 
see. The thunder still rained down on him, and he had 
sustained so much that he was amazed at his own resilience. 
However, the prospect of a way out so dominated him that 
He felt his head being trampled again and again upon the asphalt, and with each hit 
a flash of light in his head illuminated the alley, but he could see nothing save the 
stoi^ m about Him and the certainty of hiscircumstance. 
solitary building on a distant hill, now a dark road that 
twisted out of sight around a future bend. He was filled 
with blackness, his whole life seemed to have been black 
and fruitless, and an even blacker blackness seemed to be 
fast approaching. 
There it was that he would have perished, if in that gloom 
he had persisted. Yet something else had flashed before 
his eyes. It had been a choice. He had almost let it slip, 
but to his credit he had recognised it for what it was. The 
two alternatives weighed themselves about him, and while 
it was the most difficult to make and the most unlikely 
to materialise, the right choice was as apparent to him as 
the very knuckles against his skull. Somehow, the mere 
realisation of the existence of a choice had empowered him 
and though he could not rid himself entirely of a conviction 
that he would die, he had decided that he would not yield 
so easily to the blackness. It occurred to him just briefly, 
in that instant when meek surrender to death transformed 
into resolute survival, that perhaps all of his fife thus far 
he could neglect all further insults and his will to survive 
was so strong that he even found himself affecting the 
assailants, who themselves occasionally fell to the ground 
or recoiled in agony from the boy's stinging movement 
He could never defeat them, this boy and those men, but 
victory meant nothing to him - only the way out. In these 
brief seconds where he learnt to survive, he knew nothing 
of grace or beauty, pride or shame, hope or regret. He cared 
for nothing that wasn't in harmony with the way out. 
Suddenly there he was, out. He was running, moving. 
Moving. He did not look back. Not to relax. Not to 
rejoice. 
To stop moving is to die. He just moved forward and away 
from the alley He carried his bruises and his gashes, his 
grazes and his cuts, his breaks and his hurts with him, but 
left the assailants behind 
And he found himself at home, bathing his wounds and 
breathing in the freshened air after the storm. Never before 
had he been so possessed of purpose and clarity as he had 
been in that alley and it seemed that in that dire moment he 
had ghmpsed something incredible, something of the Truth, 
and he hoped that he would remember it tomorrow. 
The University of Queensland Kung Fu Club has beginner classes Monday 4:00pm, Wednesday 
5:30pm and Saturday 9:30 am at the UQ Sport martial arts gymnasium 
the new space race 
Russia has said that they will have 
men on mars in ten years 
> • • • -
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Welcome to Lake Cowal, the sacred heartland of the Wiradjuri 
nation, an internationally recognised wetland home to hundreds 
of species including rare and endangered animals, NSW's largest 
inland lake, a region rich in both natural and cultural heritage. 
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open pit ikm long by 850 m 
The phenomenal depth (de^K than Sydney's Centerpoint 
tower is tall) will cut througf^ aquifers, destroying 
groundwater flow and allowing naturally occurring heavy 
metals such as Arsenic, Bismuth and Lead to come to 
the surface. The mining company has been observed 
prospecting for ores as deep as 750m, leaving the possibiHty 
open for an extensive underground mine once the ore 
stocks in the pit have been depleted. 
Gold will be extracted by pouring huge quantities 
of Sodium Cyanide over a giant mound of very low-grade 
ore. The toxic sludge, after having the gold removed, will 
be kept in 'taiHng dams'- large open ponds formed by a 
heaped dirt barrier and 3mm sheet plastic widely judged 
to provide inferior protection. The dams will encompass 
350 ha and contain chemicals such as Arsenic, Cadmium, 
Copper, Mercury Lead, Zinc and ofcourse Cyanide. While 
Barrick acknowledges that wild animals will use the ponds 
d other 
ortance 
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la. With 
than any 
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In 2000, 250 km of the Danube River was 
completely destroyed by waste leaked from the tailings 
dam of an AustraUan-owned cyanide leach mine. It killed 
all aquatic Hfe and destroyed the livelihood of hundreds of 
local fishing villages. Fish from the river wiil be inedible 
for the next 15 years. The accident has been rated the 
worst ecological disaster since Chernobyl. 
In addition to the environmental problems with 
the development, the mine site is on > » 
responsible for 
isasters all around 
n habitats both on 
es downstream will be 
a^quifers will be poisoned 
, and thousands of rare 
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sacred traditional Wiradjuri land. The ground is littered 
with artefacts, thousands of years old, including spearheads, 
axes, paintings, carving and several extremely important 
scar trees that underpin local Dreaming stories. The 
government has given Barrick Gold 'consent to destro/ 
all indigenous heritage within the company's lease area (a 
large proportion of the lake and its environs), and whilst 
they acknowledge that the area is of particular significance 
to the Wiradjuri people, they don't really give a shit. 
Barrick has a record a mile long in human rights abuses 
and exploitation of indigenous people including current 
allegations ofover 50 deaths in Tanzania, and even has an 
international coalition working to bring the company's 
illegal actions into the public eye. 
Surely at a time when water is such a precious resource, we 
would have the sense not to dig up our wetlands, poison 
our water catchments, and use millions of htres of water 
producing a metal that we don't need. Surely we've taken 
enough away from the indigenous people of this land, 
without denying them access to one of their most sacred 
and culturally significant sites, wantonly destroying their 
artefacts and denying their heritage. Surely we can decide 
that the natural wonders of the region are more important 
than the pathetically low-grade ores that are found 
underneath them. We're certainly more than capable of 
exploiting our own environment and have absolutely no 
need to bring in foreign companies to do it for us. 
Cyanide leach mining on Aboriginal land without consent 
is unacceptable. Cyanide leach gold mining as an industry 
is unsustainable and dangerous. It is time the voices of 
Australia were Hstened to over the voice of greed and it 
is made clear once and for all that water is more precious 
than gold. 
DanikaTager, Environment Officer 
Environment Collective meets ipm every Monday 
at Natural Amphitheatre 
r EI CAR S O U N D I (^EIMOBIUES} f B HOME OFFlClT) ( El HOME THEATBE ) ( El PC ACCESSOBJEs) ( B PORTABIE SOUND^ 
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In response to the fallout of 
student attendance during 
the summer, the University's 
Main Refectory has directed 
its attention to renovating, 
upgrading the deep fryer 
facilities 
v' m 
Ladles, (hsiateBtinembertoourteam 
Is hare on good behaviour and has 
agreed to certain conditions. So, I 
a)i hope you can all mal<e our new 
member feel welcome. 
Ello ladles, you might remember me 
from such events as Ihe i^ uwalt war, Americas 
Invasion or my capture 
•4 Mi i iy W^f 
V ^ 
My dear, 
you look Ilka you've lost 
weight. Nothing to worry about 
, I'll make you something 
special. 
Seriously. We all know Saddam is a big 
PR hazard. But being the world renowned 
mooter of oil, he Is tho best n>an for 
upgrading our deefryer facilities for the^ 
2004inRux. ^ , 
^ f 
, ^ 
/ 
H 
Your Greecing facilities are 
subatandard.Thay date back to the 1080's, 
when tha Induction of tha health and fat free 
^ foods minimized the need for large scale 
Greece.! have dona up some specs for a 
, new deep fryer, modeled from the 1040 
^hlgh cholestrol era. It doubles as my 
office so I can't ba seen. 
^1 
,a~-
AfT , -
llke... 
fuck the war.^  
'Woa)i...thls many days 
out of detox and the 
pressure of public 
speaking -
heavy man^^ 
With clear pyrex secured over 
his spider hole, Saddam Is 
covered with 700 000 gallons 
of hot vegetable oil. The new 
frying facilities are operational 
before Christmas. Before 
New Year, Saddam has released 
his second book, 
"Crime and Punishment -
The tale of S.Huzzy" 
5>, 
He's very daver dear. 
ButthisofllsatJII 
lacklrig a bit a colour. 
Oo la la, Madamosella, j 
please refrain from j 
Insulting ma and my fryer / 
with your homebaked j 
hippie Ideologies ; 
STAY AWAY FROM / 
MY OIL! / 
/ 
It Is rwt oliv» oil, 
people need the natural essence. 
B o o m ! The eight of penlacles: 
tha physical, the manifest. 
You like donuls, you've had Ihem before, yes 
Whoopi Tho King of Cups, 
Relationships... 
These donuls can grow Into so much more. 
Sorry, that's all the cards havo lo declare 
Fatty... 
But listen kid, 
talking off the meter here, you take a 
donut, dip il in egg and roll it In icing sugar. 
Fry if up. and then Fatty you have 
something worth your while. 
Now give me your five bucks 
and go become a star. 
/ Vou know I like the idea 
: that Carroll can come 
\ late and only have to 
.work the register. 
-i 
/ Now don't be like that dear. \^ 
'; Carroll's more machine now than ' 
/ human. Fifteen years on the j 
^ register means she Isn't good / 
for much else aside from roulette i 
and backgammon. She knows \ 
only black and sees what / 
she scans in - / 
end that's green. / 
t ._.. 
Excuse me, I'd like to 
give you $10 
to use your 
fryer 
. Sir, your offer offends mo 
""^  r and my kitchen. So up it to 
. S15, don'l touch my sauce 
and sure wo can deal. 
Fatty, you'ro a revolutionary. 
I think your idea needs a bigger market. 
Maybe wo could give you a 
permanent position. 
As long as 
I don't have to move, 
I'm happy. 
This new style of deep-fried cuisine sees 
the refec turn into a recognised hot spot. 
The implemented "fry-by-weight" system 
is successful in generating revenue while 
freeing up staff. Saddam's book sales 
rocket with the release of his third book, 
"Earn $US250K from your basement" 
i. 
i 
V 
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Fatty's future, 
is one of resolute Inner peace.' 
He is the master of the refec 
deep fryer. His Long term health 
however... 
Well, 
health is one factor dear, 
but If you ask me - / 
'"- he can got a lot fatter. ./ 
one month later. 
To relieve the strain of his platform, 
a hand picked team of US cosmetic 
surgeons is flown in to reduce 
Fatty to under 120 kilos. 
This receives a mixed reception. 
Two months after its introduction, 
the refec's frying facilities were 
closed down. Daylight returned, 
business dropped, and peace was 
restored. Saddam never 
got his $US750K. 
«™''*™"'CASESTODV#U: 
Everyone's favourite Cinema and Pizza Caffe is about to 
embark on.some major renovations. These renqvations vyill 
be gradual as it is a three-phase project. The first phase of 
the project will begin in April this year, the second stage is 
scheduled to begin in Semester 1 2005, and the final stage 
to be cqrhpleted in second Semester 2005.' • • i 
What's changing? 
Stage 1 » » > 
Pizza Caffe 
Larger Caffe (Capable of doubling the current pizza capacity.. less waiting time 
and more pizzas) 
VB and wine on tap 
New seating area (Including undercover area] 
Schonell Theatre 
New foyer for Cinema 1 
New candy bar and ticket office (Including Ticketek) 
What's planned? 
Stage 2 » » > 
Schonell theatre 
Cinema 1 and Cinema 2 «- Completely refurbished 
New lighting and AV equipment for lecture space 
Seating with retractable tables for lectures 
Upgraded air conditioning 
Refurbished toilets and other facilities 
Stage 3 » » > 
Schonell Theatre 
Upgrade to our current access facilities 
New link from Union Road into the Union Complex 
New entrance to the Schonell theatre 
New internal entrance and access to the Cement Box 
Also check out the new "practice room" for music students, and the renovations to the Cement Box Theatre. 
Other changes around the Union: 
Playhouse is now part of the UQ Union 
There's a new 5c Photocopy Shop (Located next to the Schonell Theatre] 
Late last year the Senate passed a modified version of Dr. Brendan Nelson's [Minister for Education) 
higher education reforms. In early February, Semper talked to Vice-Chancellor John Hay and UQ 
Student Union President Margot Balch to find out what the reforms will mean for you. 
: What arc the major implications for UQ 
Students of the recently passed Higher education reform 
bill? 
: The major implications for students are 
not yet fully revealed because the major issue of research 
funding and research infrastructure funding, which I had 
hoped would be part of the Nelson recommendations, 
has been deferred until this year. I hope therefore, as the 
head of one of the three major research institutions that 
this issue is going to be acknowledge the fact that a few 
Australian universities have the responsibility for the bulk 
of our nation's research capacity. So that's going to be an 
important issue. It is likely to be a bit subverted because 
of the elections and the usual pork barrelling and political 
stuff" which inevitably goes on. That may impact more upon 
this university than a number of other universities because 
when people come to UQ they're looking for leadership in 
teaching and learning. 
That said, the other implication and primary 
outcome of the Kelson Review was that it did recognise 
that higher education is under funded. There is no question 
about that. It also addressed some issues and not others. 
It did not address the problem caused by the Labour 
Party's not fully indexing our grants to accommodate 
salary increases. Thus the cost of salary increases is not 
fully funded. I was hoping that this might be addressed by 
the Coalition and in their addressing of the fact that the 
sector is significantly under funded they decided, a political 
decision with which I do not agree, that the bulk of the 
funding should be paid by the user rather than through an 
increase in net federal outlays. So although the total level 
of funding has been increased, the balance between user 
pays and government outlays has shifted in my opinion 
too much to the user pays. If you compare net State 
outlays (other than student fees) in comparable American 
Universities (not Ivy League, that's a different world), 
Australian levels are low. It is a worry It is also the case that 
business contribution to research and higher education in 
Australia fails way behind our competitor nations in the 
OECD (Organisation for Economic Co-operation and 
Development), and that has an impact too. 
From what you are saying it seems that you can't 
provide students with any sort of guide to the fees that 
they will be paying in 2005. 
: The fees that they will pay in 2005 will be 
in the same HECS format that they are in now. 
We haven't made a determination on increasing 
the HECS charge. The university is under funded, we can't 
maintain this sort of institution with our present levels of 
funding wc shall have toconsider all sources of revenue. 
Looking at the Higher Education Funding 
Statistics, during the period 1995 to 2002 the Federal 
Government has decreased its percentage funding of the 
Higher Education sector from 57.2 percent to around 40 
percent. 
Percentage of Federal Government 
Contributions to the Operating Revenue 
of the Australian Higher Education Sector 
'Lies damn lies and statistics' is always an 
issue. My view is that it is unfashionable on both sides of 
parliament - the Labour Party did us no service in stopping 
appropriate supplementation of grants to cover salary 
increases. That's one. The second is, however it is counted, 
since the Coalition came in there has been a shift from 
a large proportion of net Commonwealth funding for a 
student being replaced by a large proportion of user pays. 
That's a policy shift. The user is paying more now, the net 
federal outlays of the Government are lower. You've got 
to weasel around these things as all governments are 
which they are substantially replacing. You can do that in a 
big research-intensive university. 
If you could renovate anything with an unlimited 
budget would it be? 
At the top of the level, I've just come 
back from discussions with my senior executives and 
executive deans, I'd upgrade the teaching facilities. In 
terms of enhancing the quality of the facilities in which the 
teaching takes place- some of them are excellent, some of 
Quite a long time ago when I wpnf ch^ *^ ™ ^ ^^  "°t g-''-
institutions but not by much " 
inclined to do and say that the Government ^ ' ' • 
is making these increased outlays but keeps silent on the 
fact that this money is being returned to the Government 
through the HECS scheme as a deferred tax Habihty. 
In short net outlays of Government per student have 
declined in real terms and the user is paying more. It is not 
compHcated 
arithmetic let alone sophisticated statistics but it is 
politics. Anyone from whatever party will always put the 
best spin on what they are doing. 
: Is that the buildings? 
So there is not enough funding in the Higher 
Education Sector? 
There is not enough funding in Australian 
Higher Education to maintain appropriate competitive 
standards. That is particularly the case in the leading 
universities that are research intensive. 
Is the point of building new buildings just to 
attract the right sort of people? 
You don't build, if you've got any sense, a 
facility unless you've got good people and good programs 
for teaching and research to go and do it. So we're focusing 
upon some of the new areas and we're positioning this 
university to be an international player and it is working. 
I've seen that personally in my science degree, 
where over the past couple of years a genetics precinct 
has been developed in conjuncture with a neurosciencc 
program. 
That's what we do. I spend most of my 
life working out what are the strategic areas of highest 
priority that fit best at UQ, so in the area that you are 
speaking about, if you don't have a range of faculties 
with a range of programs ranging from medicine to 
veterinary science, biological science to physical sciences, 
computational sciences to ethics and so forth, don't bother! 
These new areas encompass many of the old disciplines 
Buildings, equipment and modes of 
teaching - UQ is the best performed university in terms of 
national awards. I would like to see this more generalised 
right across the university. That's my highest priority I've 
been working eight years on enhancing research facilities, 
that won't stop and some more major ones are going to be 
built over the next few years. But to be perfectly blunt you 
want the kind of world class teaching facilities, equipment, 
buildings, research that will make us seriously competitive 
with the other Universitas 21 universities. It is going to be a 
major priority over the next few years. 
It seems ridiculous in a university that has 
an education course and that conducts research into 
education that that we still have lecturers standing in front 
of three hundred people and trying to teach them through 
powerpoint presentations. Surely this isn't an effective 
mode of teaching? 
Sometimes it is. Some lecturers are so 
good, they can do it like that. 
I've experienced two. 
I won't comment on that. In my time 
I have been in front of large groups and sometimes 
performed well and sometimes less well and I've seen other 
colleagues doing a similar range of things but some people 
can do this wonderfully and in a place like this students go 
out from the lecture, which is an old world system even 
though there is nothing wrong with talking coherently and 
forceftilly and to audience, and talk amongst themselves 
which is the best kind of education. I could say on or 
off the record that when I was at Cambridge all the best 
teaching occurred in the groups outside the lectures as a 
consequence of the lecturers who were very stimulating. 
In my experience this hasn't happened. 
Then it should, because I've had both 
your experience, where it hasn't happened and other 
students' experience where it has happened. Regrettably 
fewer students can enjoy the informal educarion that is 
the best characteristic of on-campus learning. Today most 
students are working to help sustain themselves through 
university That's a consequence of the levels of funding 
it also means that they don't get to benefit to the extent 
that they should from a campus like St. Lucia. Perhaps I'm 
speaking about the past, remembering the 1960's when a 
very small percentage of the population went to university., 
probably larger than the people in psychiatric institutions 
but probably not much larger. 
The campuses then were different, the level of research 
was pretty unremarkable and most of the teaching was old 
fashioned. But people talked much more, argued and did 
that sort of thing. Too little of that happens today because, 
quite frankly, the financial circumstances that people 
confront are different. 
That's what Semper aims to do, create a discourse. 
exception of the increase in the income threshold to start 
repaying the FIECS debt. 
do. 
I think it is a good discourse, a good one to 
+++ 
A couple of days after talking to the V-C, Semper sat down with 
U^tudent Union President Margot Balch in the middle of the 
Great Court to gain her perspective on the reforms. 
What are the major implications of the Nelson 
review for UQ students? 
The legislation which came from the 
Review and was just passed will affect prospective students 
in their ability to access a UQ position and how much this 
position will cost them. Basically it will just see HECS 
fees increase for all prospective students by 25%, also it 
will see an increase in the number of upfront fee paying 
students. More students are able get them (Upfront fee 
positions) because of the new government loans which will 
see student debt skyrocket. 
How were students involved in the formation of 
the Nelson proposals? 
All students and student unions were able 
to put in submissions to the Cross Roads Review of the 
Higher Education Sector, however, it unfortunately seems 
that every single one of the things that were requested 
were completely discarded. It is very safe to say that very 
little good has come from these changes with the possible 
Changes to How You Will Pay Your Fees 
HECS... 
From 2005, universities will be able to raise fees for 
Commonwealth funded places (with the exception of 
teaching and nursing] up to 25% above the current 
HECS threshold. 
Students, who do go on to work in Australia, will be 
allowed to delay repayment of their HECS debt until 
they earn $35,000. Students who go on to work 
overseas will not have to pay back their HECS. 
Full Fee Paying Students... 
Universities will be able to offer up to 35% of places 
in any undergraduate course to full fee paying 
students. 
The Fee-Paying HELP loan scheme enables full fee 
paying students to take out a loan to cover their 
fees. The interest for this loan will be an extra 
20% upfront, which means they would require a 
$60,000 loan for a $50,000 course. 
What do you think was the student moods at the 
time? Could more people have gotten involved? Could the 
Union have got more people involved? 
Specifically at UQ or narionally? 
How about both. 
In terms of U(^ last year was a very quiet 
year, especially with the education movement, and that 
was due to the pohtics of the majority of the people who 
had control of the Union. But in terms of nationally there 
were some really good and effective demonstrations which 
attracted thousands of students in places like Sydney which 
were very good. There is always definitely room for more 
people to get involved and the number of students at UQ 
who were unaware and remain unaware is quite crazy I 
think that had the union had been in different hands last 
year then the student movement at UQ could have been 
substanrially larger and hopefully more students would 
have got involved but that is all in the past now. 
: So what does the future hold for Higher 
Education? 
It all depends on what happens at the next 
election, all the non-Liberal parties have got platforms 
against this higher education legislarion and that could see 
it be turned back if a different group was elected. But if the 
Liberals remain in power we will see universities become 
more and more crowded, we will see student debt increasing. 
I see universities function as a ladder which allows any 
student who works hard enough to gain a higher education 
and get into the profession they want to regardless of their 
socio-economic background or which school they go to - it 
should be a system purely based on merit. These changes 
will mean that this is not the case with fewer and fewer 
students entering from lower socio-economic backgrounds 
and therefore an increase in the class divide. 
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. OU know you're ugly Everybody s doing it. Think of 
your friends; they're the ones who have to look at you. 
Cosmetic surgcry..tlic multi-billion dollar industry that is 
granting people all over the world sclf-cstccm in a syringe 
and social acceptance after a (|uick consultation with a 
scalpel. Suck it our, inject it in, lift it up, walk outside and 
strut baby strut. 
. - I ' 
It was my second day of confinement and the day before 
Christmas Eve when I picked up the tumbler, poured myself 
my fourth rum and coke for the evening and plonked myself 
in front of the television. iVly housemate hadJong-sincc 
retreated to her parent's abode and ,1 hacl days of the same 
ahead of me. I grabbed a handful of tablets and reached for 
the remote. WhenHhe doctor told me thar I had caught 
Varicella (Chicken Pox) from ()ac of the little kids who 
had come into work (an cmergeiicy centre) and would miss, 
the (^diristmas hash with the family, 1 was a tad Upset. My 
I'ntndy and Phenergan cocktails were doingi their best to 
calm me, but the fevers, itching and insullcrahle lirisbaiie 
heat had managed to keep nic suflicicntly depressed enough 
to ilickto Channel t)! While I was pleasantly surprised lo 
not lind kiddie McCiuire staring hackiat nii', I i^ roancd (and 
scralchecj myscifa bi() wd.ivn 1 saw the openini; creclils (or 
r..\irfmc Makeover. , 
I 
A creation of Anurica's AIU" network, li.ylrcnic Mikeovcr 
chainjiions the ordinary person, .i^ iviiiM iluni the 
hours of major siirgiry, makeup lips, i;yni 
If^ v visits an<i (lcsi<;n(.-r ihivads that tiuy 
^ ^ : i > - w e r e n r i v i o u s l v i i f v c i " able l o a l l o n l . 
' ^ - ^ ^ people. 
WA 
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You're Invited to 
The Botox Party! 
"**Q 
(!r moi«-
as I 
w a t c h e d 
M e l i s s a 
and David's 
transformation. 
Melissa had a nos( 
job, her ears pinned,' 
implants, a brow lift, tummy 
tuck, eye surgery and her teeth 
whitened and straightened. David 
underwent a nose job, chin augm^ 
brow lift, upper and lower eye Hfts, 
porcelain veneers. After a few surfaa 
then returned to their respective foi 
welcome home parties where they waxt 
their newfound lease on life. I guess 
really had me reaching for the numbing] 
was the unbridled excitement of their fai 
at the whole process. Where was the a. 
loved one having compUcated, unnecessary surgi 
into the youth-obsessed mould of the media 
'Now that you've been cut up and stitched back tc 
we can love you in public!'. It seemed blood was \ 
then well, blood. 
By the time the show finished I desperately nd^ft the 
sweet, sweet relief of Pinetarsol solution and heSoed to 
the shower. As the green muck worked its magic, I tried 
to process what I'd just seen, but decided I was too drunk 
at this point to come to any valid conclusions and played 
with the plughole instead. As I stepped out of the shower, 
smelling like I had been experimenting with a koala, I 
caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Shit. 
I cursed that little kid that infected me for about 
the fifth time that day as I saw my pock-riddled body in all 
its glory. There is nothing like being covered in red, pussy 
sores to make you realise all the things you wouldn't mind 
changing about yourself. Had I been too quick to judge 
Melissa and David? Would a new suit be enough when it 
came time for my ten-year reunion? What would I fix first? 
I wrapped myself in a towel and took the chalomine lotion 
out to the couch. It was Nip/Thck time. 
America's Parents Television Council are "outraged at the 
unbelievably gory violence, gratuitous explicit sex, 
perversion and filthy language on the FX Network 
series Nip/^lhck'\ And I guess that just about 
sums it up. I was also finding it pants-
wettingly funny ("I read this thing in 
People about 12 yearolds giving blow 
jobs to their Secret Santas. It's 
just kids being kids these 
days."), and beautifully 
graphic when it 
came to the 
plastic surgery 
scenes (which are 
plentiful). In the 
episode I witnessed, 
l^iariy and the siuht of his current 
^\cars in 
beii ini i ini 
with another woman, while his 
teenaye son was iiixoKed in-- a 
threesome. As the XVomen's 
.Movement rolled hack lit'ty 
^ycars in Iront of m\- e\es. I was ** 
g n g to realise that i)eaurifc«l 
|H-ople have a hell of a good time. 
.\kivl)e iilasrie cosmetic siii«j;erv 
might \K- a gooil idea. .Maybe 
liuil little diseased kid had done 
.me a favour. .Mavbe 1 needed to 
renovate my whole damn sell... 
I (IragLicd my itchy arse ofl" the 
couch .xml \i) the computer. I . , . 
had to fmd out what all rhc^ fuss 
was about. 1 had' to nkin mV next ^ 
move. 
lAccurdinii lo ihi' American i 
Society for .Aesthetic Plastic 
Surgery (.ASAPS) over ri.<.) million 
'Cosmetic surgical and non-surgical procedures were 
performed iivihe I'S'in 2002. Of tha i numbcif, more than 
3-2 oe.o patients had fat svicketl out of them. 250 000 had 
their breasts augmented and some 1^- 000 people booked in 
tor rhinoplasty liven more |')e()|">ie\vere opting t^ or rhe less-
invasive option of being lascred. scrubbed or injected with a 
\ariety of did'ereni chemicals and animal derivatives to give 
themscKes a more lemporary fix. Everybody's doing it. 
There was A(]uamid. Botox. Collagen. Peels, I PL {Intense 
Pulse Eight Therap)). Isolagen, .Microderinabrasion. .Ncw-
I'iil. Resiylane... .A whole host of different procedures 
available 10 (i\ eves, iron oul wrinkles, fade X'arieosc veins, 
erase acne sears and pump up lips. 
Em not sure il' it was the half bottle of rum. the ho\ of 
IMienergan or the <lise(nerv of all ol these new options that 
was makinii me di//\-. but 1 knew 1 had to uo to bed. 
'' again, can anyone rrul\' escape the 
eiillure weVe created? I figured I was 
as much a pawn as anyone. .And. well, 
it seems Ijke everybody's doing it. 
i couldn't yet discount the possibility 
of undergoing some form of cosmetic 
procedure, even if it was well into 
the future. I wanted to know more. 
1 low much do the jirocedurcs cost in 
•N Australia? W h o is opting to get them 
done? What arc the side-effects? My 
sub-conscious had jiointcd i:^ ie to the 
right person - Dr Kate - a part-time 
, injector of Botox, .\'ew-Eill and such. 
1 was in no state to he seen in public 
right then, but as soon as 1 was over 
Ehc Pox we would have to sit down 
-•' •  ' • ' . and have a chat. She would be al)le 
, to answer some of my (jucstions and 
-* •" maybe give mc a (]iiote.or' two. 
It was -am the day after .\'ew \cars^ 
Day when I actually found myself 
talking aloud, preparing the speech I 
would give to those ,1 knew, justilyitig 
a nose job. 1 made a (|uick mental note promising to try and 
wean myself off the rum and stumbled over th the fridge. I 
pouveil myself a vodka [\m\ orange, sat down and turned on 
the telly. Ihe World Idol vorcs had come in. 'Ehe scabbv 
remnants of The Pox had annoved me all n'wht and I hadn't 
slept. 1 had surgery on the mind, Still, 1 was holding onto a 
hiint hope that the cra/y Belgian would win, but cradled my 
hca<l in my hands and aw-aited the inevitable endorsement 
of the beautiful, the talented and still somewhat overrated 
Kelly Clarkson. It took me (|uitc awhile (in hindsight I 
think I might have momentarily passed our), to register that 
country after country were handing it to rhe .Norwegian 
Kurt Nilscn. This was the same man Ian Dicko ' Dickson 
had called a hobhit and ci-owncd Middle liarth Idol. Plain 
and simple, the man was ugly I gly as a hat full of arseholcs. 
And he won. The ugly man won. 1 knew that I was no Brad 
Pitt, no Travis I'inimel. Pnit 1 was no bloody Kurt Xilscn. 
1 iiwoke at nam on Christmas l-.ve alter (juite a bi/arre 
dream where I was tied up in front ol a mirrored wall while 
a doctor friend from work. Kale, sliced .Micliael Jackson's 
head oil. asked if 1 needed a replacement, smiled, and then 
handed me an invitation to .m orgy. I made a (|uick mental 
note jiromisingio ir\ and wean myself oil the Pheiierganand 
stumbled out to the kitchen. I threw back a few Xeiirofen 
Plus, washed them down with two cups ol'strong cotVee and 
sat out on nn balc(m\' to ha\ e a cigarette .md come to terms 
with my hantioNer. 1 was hcuinninu to think that ma\i)e 1 
had gotten a little loo carried .iwav the night before with the 
whole plastiei 'osmitie surgery bag. I lell. 1 had always been a 
little evnieal about cosmetic stuuerv. had deeidetl lout:aiio 
that those who spcm ihoiis.mils ot dollars and went thi'ough 
unnecess.iry pain and diseomfort in .m attemjM to match 
what \'(/ii/ic told them w.is be.iLiiilul. were sad. lUit. then 
.,.'" u, X 
«Ml| 
While he may have crushed the dreams of a couple of 
record labels and a few marketing execs, Kurt Nilsen single-
handedly restored my self-esteem. Cosmetic Surgery? Pah. 
Cynicism restored, it was time for bed. 
It was a couple of weeks later and with some much-needed 
perspective that I finally sat down to chat with Dr Kate in 
her Botox clinic. She told me that while the majority of 
her clients were women in their late 30s to mid-50s, people 
from all walks were coming to get injected. Eleterosexual, 
meterosexual ("enlightened") and homosexual men, wealthy 
people, middle-class people, those with disposable incomes 
and no kids, beautiful young women in their early 20s and 
husband and wife couples are all seeking to slow/reverse the 
signs of ageing. The simple common denominator was that 
her clients had found something they didn't like about their 
face and "if they can get a minimally invasive procedure at 
a reasonable price that can hold off a face lift for five years 
then they're going to do it". She said that while prices can 
range drastically the average cost would be about S400 per 
session and the results last for 6-8 weeks. When I asked her 
why people don't just let nature take its course, she replied: 
"Age gracefully? Fuck Off. That's a crock!" 
Dr Kate injects her own Botox. 
It was the description of a few of her regular patients that 
really put a human face to the cosmetic industry for me. 
Dr Kate told me about one married client in her mid-40s 
who works a part-time office job for the sole purpose of 
"financing her cosmetics addiction". She has also injected 
a Very attractive girl' in her early 30s, blonde, slim who 
couldn't leave the house without heavy make-up and 
demanded constant cosmetic surgery for the most trivial 
of imperfections. Plastic Surgeons had refiised to operate 
on her and so she had finally resorted to injectables, but 
Dr Kate wouldn't see her again after her second visit. Six 
months ago another patient came to her after a string of 
rejections from airlines for an air hostess position. At her 
last unsuccessful interview she had been discretely handed 
a pamphlet and some contact details regarding Botox. The 
woman has Botox and is immediately hired by the same 
airline. Now she is a regular injectee and has recommended 
Dr Kate to new friends in the industry 
Before finishing our chat, Dr Kate told me that she could do 
me a deal on Microdermabrasion to get rid myself of the two 
newfound pock marks on my right cheek. The procedure 
would involve a fine jet of aluminium-oxide crystals to be 
sprayed on my face, causing a rash to last for a couple of 
weeks. I declined. 
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The sixty year old German woman was explaining to me how to reupholster 
furniture. 
"First, you take it all apart, undoing the tacks and carefully placing the pieces 
of fabric on the ground in the order that you take them off. You must be very 
mindful of where each piece came from and how it was held there. If the 
cushioning Is ruined, remove this too. Thenjit's just simply a matter of. tracing 
the pieces of fabric that you have removed onto your new fabric (careful with 
this, upholstery must be tight), and gluing or pinning them back onto the piece 
of furniture. I forgot to mention. You can't do any of this with new furniture. 
Have you ever seen it? All the pieces are superglued together and you can't 
take them apart. New furniture is not designed for reupholsterlng. Why should 
it be? People think, when this couch wears out, we'll buy a new one." 
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cientia ac Lahore (UQ - You Can). The 
immortal words which rest idly on the 
bottom of this university's beloved 
crest. But what does this motto mean? 
Many would hazard a guess: "Is it 
Science and Labour?" No! The motto says so much more. 
Scientia ac Lahore, can only, at best, be roughly 
translated into English as the complexities of Latin 
inflection can be given little justice by our modern 
language. But generally it means: 'through, by means of, or 
with Knowledge and Effort.' This, supposedly is how the 
university approaches all things - through Knowledge and 
Effort. A noble thought indeed. 
But there is much more Latin at UQ than most 
realise. Turn to the cover of this publication and observe its 
title: Semper Floreat, "May it Always Blossom". Note that 
the 'a' is pronounced - it's not Semper Floret, this would 
only mean "it always blossoms", a sentiment with nowhere 
near the possibility pathos and lofty art of the subjunctive. 
Then we have the inscription upon the cliquish 
coterie that is our School of Law. Thus it reads: IVRIS 
This article is all about words, that is why 
there is no picture. 
PRAECEPTA SVNT HAEC: HONESTE VIVERE, 
ALTERVM NON LAEDERE, S W M CVIQVE 
TRIBVERE. This is a quote from Book i of Institutes by 
the sixth-century Roman Emperor Justinian. It translates: 
The Law's Precepts Are These: To Live Virtuously, Not To 
Hurt Another, To Give to Each and Every His3 Due'. 
But now, friends and fellow students, the time 
has come to confront my demons (and truly the Devil is 
Incorrect Grammar). There is, at our university, a room 
within the Student Union precinct known by name as 
Cella Libertas. Cella is a noun and can mean many things, 
including 'granary', 'cell', or 'inner sanctuary of a temple'. 
Here it simply and clearly means 'room'. Libertas is also 
a noun and means 'freedom' or 'liberty'. But what does 
'Room Freedom' mean? The fact is that Cella Libertas 
is grammatically ridiculous and means about as much as 
'Door Happiness'. Indeed it is an embarrassing and 
ftAl^yi;-'.iA'•:...•:• . . . . . . 
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QlJEEi\$MN])IA 
|(0n Latin Writings at the University 
of Queensland) 
By Tinn Chandler 
discrediting oversight. Libertas can never be used as an 
adjective (I am presuming the guilty party to have intended 
'Freedom Room'), it is a noun and always only a noun. 
There are two possible corrections - Proposal i: Cella 
Libertatis, 'Room of Freedom' (however, this could be 
ironically translated as 'Cell of Freedom'); or, Proposal 2: 
Cella Liberalis, the correct way to write 'Freedom Room' in 
Latin. Only after such renovative action may we resume our 
reputation as a world-class university and not some feeble 
academy of the ignorant! 
So forget Hussein! Forget Operation Iraqi 
Freedom! We have Operation 'Room Freedom'. Rise up and 
storm the Union Council! We seek no phantom weapons 
of mass destruction - we seek untainted and well-used 
grammar! And so when next campaigners with their smiles 
and colourful paper approach YOU, ask what THEY intend 
to do about the grammatical abominations that litter the 
halls of OUR university! Choose literacy! Choose Gung-ho 
American military tactics for everyday situations! Choose 
Classics! 
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That'3 right. We couildn't help ourselves. 
The Semper Office is being done oven At 
present, it smells. J mmi, Timmi and Andrew 
haven't learnt how to use a bin. 
"But £ irthls ls~gotng to" ctfanga 
The architect's plar^ s have been driawn 
Then I's going to be proper work a ^eas, and a 
space for the Semper Collective tci meet. 
Two of the four white walls have alpeady been 
spraypainted with g "affiti-chaos." 
The r]eno will be happening over the next 
4 we 
www, 
Or cdme 
Build 
ks. Check outlthe web cam ^t 
semperfloreati.com for updates. 
upstairs ahdsee' us in the Union" 
ng (near the refec). And bring sushi. 
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Hypocrisy (1980 -1989,2003) 
In September 1^80, having seized the presidency of Iraq ij months ago, 
Saddam Hussein acted on interna/Iranian weakness and escalated 
a small border conflict into an eight year war 5 Tears in, Donald 
Rumsfeld, a former andfidture U.S Secretary of Defence (Ford and 
Bush II Administrations respectively) travelled to Baghdad to meet 
with Hussein -
20th December 1983 -
Unnaturally lit, the left hand side of the Baghdad stateroom 
was lined with reporters, photographers and an Iraqi television 
crew. The right hand side was oak panelled with a sizeable 
window curtained with a translucent gauze. Standing in the 
centre of the room was Donald Rumsfeld, relaxed in his 
capacity as Special Envoy of U.S President Ronald Reagan. His 
gaze was fixed on the only entrance to the room, an open door. 
He was waiting for Saddam Hussein to enter. 
A step behind Rumsfeld and to his left stood Eagleton 
and Pelletreau - two slightly less special U.S. Envoys. AH 
wore charcoal suits as if they were the Official U.S. Foreign 
Department Uniform (Regan probably presented the suits 
on the airport tarmac with a smile, a pat on the back and a 
"Go out and win one for me. Boys". "You bet Dutch, I'll do 
you and America proud"). Also present was Tariq Aziz, Iraqi 
Foreign Minister and passivity personified; he knew that when 
Hussein came through the door he must have already deferred 
to him. 
The staccato of multiple pairs of boots on marble announced 
Saddam Hussein. Moments later he arrived, followed by his 
six-man olive tunic clad bodyguard. Hussein took two steps 
into the room when Rumsfeld pre-emptively raised his arm 
as if to shake hands. The Presidential entourage fanned out 
behind their leader. Rumsfeld had let everyone present know 
that he was powerful enough to make the first move when 
meeting Hussein. 
Confidently Hussein closed the distance between himself 
and Rumsfeld with his hand partially raised and his elbow 
slightly bent as if he was going to shake Rumsfeld's inner 
thigh. When the gap had closed to a metre Hussein raised 
and ftilly extended his arm, which allowed his hand to firmly 
grasp Rumsfeld's hand. He had initiated the handshake and 
countered Rumsfeld's initial move. 
Mutual hand pumps were followed by an extended static 
hold - a bride between nations locally constructed for the 
flash of the photographers. Neither released his grip as the 
greetings began -
""President Hussein, it's an honour to be in Baghdad." 
""Thankyou, the progress in discussions between our two countries 
greatly pleases me." 
""President Reagan sends his best wishes anda commitment to 
re-opening diplomatic relations." 
A resolution was needed otherwise the handshake would 
continue indefinitely (bringing the countries even closer "The Dictator who is assembling the world's most 
together no doubt). In a diplomatic yet practical gesture, dangerous weapons has already used them on 
both Hussein and Rumsfeld raised their clasped hands, as if whole villages... If this is not evil, then evil has no 
giving an orchestra their lead in, before the handshake was meaning." 
consensually released on the downbeat. Neither of them 
had lost face. 
Hussein turned to the other U.S. Diplomats, he grasped 
the first of the two, held the handshake and welcomed 
him to Baghdad. The diplomat responded to Hussein's 
greeting and, thinking the handshake was over, started to 
pull his hand away Hussein gave a little slack then pulled 
the diplomat back, showing him exactly who was The 
President. The diplomat smiled but, still held by Hussein, 
he tried to get away with a sidelong glance at his twin. 
Hussein having proved his point - that the handshake was 
over when he deemed it to be over - let go of the diplomat. 
Hussein was a man who understood power and who was 
able to exercise it with a casual indifference towards 
humanity Rumsfeld also understood power but at the 
time had never had the permission, position, power and 
opportunity to cut loose. 
Shifting gears, the rest of the meeting dealt with the re-
i^^SJ^n®?^HoS2iB^SSf iSnSBet^^^ 
The policy of the Reagan-Bush I-Bush II Administrations 
of endorsing the Hussein led Iraqi regime - a regime that 
had initiated a war and used WMD againsy soldiers and 
civilians - was an exercise of power so corrupt, so lacking 
in compassion for the suffering of the Iraqi people that 
hypocrisy could not be a more apt term to describe their 
conduct. 
Failure (1990-91) 
In the lead up to the Iraqi invasion of Kuwait, U.S. 
politicians and civil servants repeatedly disavowed U.S. 
responsibihty in the region. 
"We do not have any defence treaties with Kuwait, and 
there are no special defence or security commitments 
to Kuwait", Margaret Tutwiler, Aide to U.S. Secretary of 
State James Baker 
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What do queer people want to renovate? The television networks would have us believe that 
queers want to renovate everything from dodgy suburban apartment blocks to straight white 
males (a-la Queer Eye For the Straight Guy style). But why is it that all queers on TV seem to 
'"»" I rtiJItfarir-ilfP f^ pnniiatgLis-Rnmpi-hjnn that nrnmptes a consumerist lifestyle. And why are they always 
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They are everywhere with their hats out in front 
of them. We see them Uning the footbridge that crosses 
the gully forming barricades across the dusty paths, 
camped outside the general store, even stalking the road 
to the amphitheatre. A few metres away from where the 
professional folk musicians are performing to the crowds, 
the kids are drawing out their own stages in the dirt and 
ready to do whatever it takes to score a few coins from your 
pocket. 
The sun is already hot when the crowds hit 
the streets of the festival early in the morning. This 
enterprising lad has decided that the busking dollars to be 
made are in combat of this heat. He has come prepared 
with a spray bottle and quickly darts out to squirt a lady 
next to us walking with a pram. She smiles as the water hits 
her face and neck. 
"Care for a gold coin donation?" says the boy immediately 
The woman stops and looks incredulously at the kid, then 
laughs loudly and walks away Empty hat. 
Admittedly the child buskers of the festival 
have it much harder than the paid performers. For them, 
there's no guarantee of reward or even applause. Unlike 
the ground-stomping cheers that echo around the big tops 
for the adult performers, many of these kids on the streets 
don't so much as get a glance from the passing patrons. 
Two girls outside the general store are sharing a 
discman with the headphones stretched between them. 
They have Delta Goodrem's CD cover in their hands and 
are dutifully singing along with the hero they hear in their 
ears. The problem is that only they can be heard and not 
Delta. The crowd isn't buying it and neither am I. 
No, not me, not I. 
"GIVE ME 50 CENTS AND I'LL JUMP IN 
THIS DUMPSTER!" says one desperate eight year old. I 
do a double take and tell my boyfriend to take a look. Yes, 
it's true. There he is, standing next to a large metal Sulo 
bin, flanked by his friends ready to help haul him in at the 
first offer. We shake our heads and keep walking. Sorry 
dude, that's disgusting. 
A little way down the path we come across 
something even more disturbing, A manic fat kid pepped 
up on the possibility of money is spruiking on behalf of his 
troupe of friends. "Come On! Give us all your money 'cause 
we're totally free and my friend will go crazy and we'll do 
anything if you give us your money 'cause we're free and 
we'll go crazy..". I get the feeling this kid is going to grow 
up to be the next Silly Solly (if you've ever watched regional 
television you'll know what Pm talking about), with that 
enviable ability to talk continuously without breathing. 
Unfortunately however for this little Big Kev, no-one 
can make any sense out of what he's yelling and I'm too 
scared to see just what his friend will do when he goes 
crazy 
Even outside the festival gates the busking 
continues. On a quiet path leading up to our tent on the 
hill stands a young girl in a white dress. She is singing 
Silent Night in a soft thin voice and looking solemn. It 
is touching and I'm almost seduced, but lunch and the 
promise of fruitcake sings louder and I walk past with a 
smile, but don't stop. 
As the festival goes on, the talent among the 
buskers is growing. In the middle of the festival we find 
a white boy breakdanccr who is not afraid to pull some 
serious moves in the dust. Next to him is a girl in a tutu 
who is acrobatically contorting herself in a way only 
eight year old girls can with her head wedged backwards 
between her legs. We stop to watch from a distance and 
I'd like to say wc gave them a few dollars but alas... 
No, it is not until the last day of the festivd 
that I finally give in to the sell sell sell of the rampant 
youth buskers of Woodford. I figure that they've earned 
it. It is the night of the Fire Event and the crowds are 
snaking their way up to the Dreamtime vision of the 
amphitheatre in time to claim a spot to watch the 
incendiary spectacle. Thousands of people are shuffling 
along the road, and the child buskers are not going to 
miss this opportunity for coins in their hats. 
We hear the bagpipes a long time before we see them, 
as is the case with bagpipes. The famihar Scottish tune 
bleats out into the night air. [Music}. When our part 
in the line finally makes it to the young bagpiper in his 
clown costume, I have opened my wallet. I haven't got 
anything smaller than a $2 coin so that's what he gets. 
"What's your name?" 
"Kenny" 
"How long have you been playing bagpipes Kenny?" 
"Two years. But I've needed a lung transplant for about 
the last two hours." 
"What? You're telling people you need a lung transplant 
so that they give you more money?" 
(He looks confused) "No. I don't really need a lung 
transplant. I just said that 'cause I've been playing the 
bagpipes for two hours." 
"Oh. I get it...But you could tell people you need money 
to get a lung transplant." 
"No! I wouldn't Ue." 
His honour is humbhng and I 
am glad that I've given my $2 to such 
a performer. After asking if I can take his 
photo, I leave with a smile on my face. Maybe 
these kids aren't such a menace after all. 
After the Fire Event, when the wooden clocktower has been 
reduced to a glowing rubble, we wander back down the road 
to the festival. It is at the end of the path that we come 
across one last busker. Lacking any inhibitions whatsoever, 
he is perched on a stool with his legs wrapped around his 
head. At the same time he juggles coloured sticks with his 
hands. He has quite an audience gathered around him, 
marveling at the curious sight he has created. I get out my 
camera but before I can point and shoot he yells, "It's $6 
trillion billion dollars if you want a photo, lady" 
But I've given my last $2 to Kenny the bagpiper so my 
boyfriend pitches in a $1 coin and I take a quick snap and do 
the interview. 
The name's Kelvin. 11 years old. Started doing whatever it is 
he's doing at the beginning of the festival. 
Made $47 in the last week. Hopes to get 
more tonight. By the looks of what's in his hat 
he's easily doubled it. 
For the first time of the festival I feel a pang of envy 
for these kids spruiking and playing and contorting and 
dancing. I feel envy for their lack of embarrassment, their 
sheer pleasure in performing and their total faith in their own 
brilliance. I remember my own busking debut at Bribie Island 
and how I danced on the back of a truck while my brothers 
and sister sang "We Are the World". I remember that feeling 
of total freedom. It wasn't that I didn't care if people thought 
bad things about me, it was that I never conceived that they 
ever would. 
We leave Kelvin making wisecracks to his circle of onlookers 
and it suddenly occurs to me what a better place the world 
would be if child buskers never grew up. If we could always 
wrap our legs around our head and juggle some sticks in front 
of a crowd with glee. 
Long live the child buskers, I say 
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Room For Rent-Brisbane 
Are you an induvidualistic 
male/female? Open Minded? 
Free Food,Rent& Utilities 
LOOK NO FURTHER! 
Join the Social Experiment 
004. 
TWi Is the story of young Jak foi 
A eooHtry Mp-hopper on a 1000 acre plot 
lives a doll life In the town of Kingi Rock, 
His hip'hop dreams were ronnlif out on da clock. 
So he Jumps in his frock and heads for the city. 
His parents would miss him and his girl was 
shitty. 
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Earlier this year, residents and 
tourists rallied at the site of the proposed 
Cylinder Beach carpark on Stradbroke 
Island. Waving placards, the protestors 
made it clear that they did not support 
plans made by the Redlands Shire Council 
(RSC) to construct a bitumen carpark 
and tourist coach turnaround at 
beautiful Cylinder Beach - a 
place that has been, until 
now, largely untouched by 
development. 
The community opposes the 
carpark development move 
because it is environmentally 
unsound, shortrsighted and would 
create a permanent eyesore. These 
views were expressed to the RSC, 
but the council ignored community 
concerns. 
Both residents and tourists {who were 
the reason behind the council's development} 
have signed petitions against the carpark development 
and were at the rally. You have to wonder if the council is 
representing the people or an old-fashioned, Euro-centric, 
"Let's-sucl<rwhat^^e-can-ou^ofourenvironmen^while-we 
can", "Noosa works, let's make another one" mindset. 
As an added insult to community feeling, the council seems 
to have forgotten that most of Point Lookout is under 
Native Title consideration. The RSC failed to organise 
any official consultation with the Quandamooka people, 
traditional owners of the Cylinder Beach area. In fact, at 
the community^organised rally, members of this tribe not 
only attended, but also held planned and spontaneous 
corroborees, further highlighting the very public protest to 
the council's plans. 
Halfway through this year nationwide 
'Local Area and Catchment Plans' 
are being put into place. These 
plans focus on the importance 
of governmen^community 
consultation over development 
projects. This official recognition 
of the importance of place to 
a community is long overdue, 
but may have come too late for 
Stradbroke. Is the RSC trying to 
get the Cylinder Beach carpark 
development finalised before 
conununity consultation channels are 
infrastructured? 
What is clear from the 'community-rersus-council' 
situation is that there is more to environment issues than 
finding the right answer; there's a whole lot of imderhanded 
politics. Effectively, the stability of ecosystems is reduced 
to rhetoric, while tensions within the community and 
between locals and authorities become battles, in which, 
environmental concerns are lost. 
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Real Estate Fronts Up: 
Renovating's for Suckers 
Talking candidly, receptionist for Ray 
White Toowong, Kylie (last name 
deleted), was forthcoming with the 
opinion that "most renovations [were] just 
• plain stupid." Kylie was contacted by 
Semper regarding Ray White's stance on 
real estate renovations. An interview was 
conducted with the understanding that 
despite her professional experience, 
Kylie's views were not those officially 
supported by Ray White, 
"So with this renovate thing yeah. So 
what, everyone just thinks they're a 
genies all of a sudden? It's a fact: your 
house starts falling apart from the time we 
sell it to you. And then you go and add 
more sUiff to it that gets old. (drinks) This 
whole renovate thing bums for almost 
everyone, and the others are fuelled by 
animals like Jamie Durrey. The problem 
is people don't even look at the house any 
more. Their eyes are open yeah, but you 
can see they're just cutting lumber in their 
heads. We love it though, it's great for 
us. It's just a whole new wave of sucker 
sell.... You want to know the.real pirates 
in this whole renovate thing? Nurseries ~ 
those guys have it worked; when you've 
finally figured out that everything else is 
acnially too hard, nothing says renovate 
more then a litUe foliage. Palms, water 
features, whatever; nurseries have the 
non-committal guide to renovating. 
People just don't understand that 
renovating isn't an objective, it's a 
timeframe. We're just happy we can deal 
somewhere in the middle." 
Is the 'neo-MuIlet' good for the economy? 
By Sam Hussey-Smith 
There has been much talk (or chatter, as 'intelligence' 
agencies would have you call it) of late about the 
reintroduction of - perhaps - one of the world's most 
controversial hair cuts. Of course I talk of the 'mullet', the 
hairstyle that quite literally defined an era. 
There are few individuals out there who managed to live 
through the yo's or 8o's without having first hand contact 
with someone who had a 'business on top, party out back' 
mane of hair. The 'mullet' was perfectly suited for its time; 
the 70's and 80's possessed an optimism and ambitious 
spirit which was paralleled in the 'do. "Greed is good", we 
were told, and the mullet eagerly responded: "Yes. Yes it 
is". A 'mulleteer' made it obvious to people that their mud-
flap was an extravagance of the times, an indication that 
Australia was doing well, and that one could afford a little 
extra hair out the back. 
But, towards the end of the 8o's attitudes changed. Hopes 
faded and the optimism we once enjoyed disappeared along 
with Christopher Skase's previously good health. By the 
early 90's Australia was relatively mullet free and, according 
to most people, for the better. Facing a 'recession we had to 
have', the Australian populace decided the time for frivolity 
and excessiveness was over, and this was reflected in our 
haircuts. 
So now, more than a decade on, why has the mullet returned 
(albeit under the moniker of the 'neo-mullet)? Australia is 
triumphing against all odds. Consumer spending is high, 
international investment continues to flourish and the Aussie 
dollar is soaring past expectations and foreign currencies. 
This has led some 'observers' to conclude that mullets and 
Australia's economic performance are inextricably linked. 
Perhaps these 'observers' have a point. I don't recall seeing 
any mullets during the Great Depression. 
So if this renewed mullelrmania is a result of positive 
economic times, when v^ ill it stop? For those who find the 
coiffure in question abhorrent but value a strong domestic 
economy, a very serious crisis of conscience awaits you. 
While some may support the rehashing of archaic AustraUan 
vestiges, the question should be asked; where will we stop? 
Are we to look forward to such ingenious retro ideas like: 
the neo-monocle? The neo-penny farthing bicycle? Neo-
sexism (or does that already exist)? The neo-piano necktie? 
Neo health and safety regulations? Neo-back hair? And 
(perhaps worst of aiO the neo-perm? 
Call me old-fashioned, or even neo-old-fashioned, but I 
think the neo-muUet should, for the second time, disappear 
pos^haste. Despite the possible economic ramifications 
of eradicating the neclcrwarmer, the social benefits in the 
long-term will far outweigh the bad. If we don't stem the 
flow of reinvigorated fashion faux pas, we could be facing 
an epidemic of everything from neo-unibrows to neo-circus 
ringleader moustaches. 
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Have you got neighbours that you really hate? Then Venetian Snares 
- The Chocolate Wheelchair is the album for you. Aaron Funk*s (aka 
Venetian Snares) manie drum constructions (deconstructions?) 
are guaranteed to violate any annoying neighbours' senses. With 
track titles like 'Herbie Goes Ballistic' and 'Abomination Street' 
you know it's going to work. Ranging from the mentalist ragga 
jungle of 'Hand Throw' to what I like to call nursery-rhyme jungle 
in 'Einstein-Rosen Bridge' and 'Langside'. Marty's Tardis features 
some great-reconstructed samples of Squarepusher's 'Big Fat 
Controller' before descending into somewhat unexpected spacey 
dub beats. 'Too Young' is a chunky, fiinky cut-up more accessible 
piece that could almost be played in clubs. The brilliant blunder 
on the Coronation Street theme that is 'Abomination Street ' is 
definitely one of the picks of the album. 'Sky Painted On Car' is a 
beautiful melodic slice of space cowboy music that shows the t rue 
genius of M r Fimk. This album has brilliant diversity while still 
holding the unique Venetian Snares sound which is silly, eccentric, 
dark and complex all at once. He has managed to keep his head 
well out of his arse in a genre where so many other art ists ' heads 
have disappeared completely. 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^Hndebenden^m^^ 
The third album from French dream-pop duo Air (not counting 
their soundtrack to Sofia Coppola's The Virgin Suicides) sees them 
largely abandon their weirdo pop hooks o£io,oooHz Legend and 
re turn to the cinematic space-opera of Moon Safari, However 
it is no mere devolution of sound: Walkie Talkie is an ascension, 
an elegantly clean and sparse work; the aural equivalent of a 
Japanese Zen garden. The atmosphere is otherworldly, wi th 
evocative songs like 'Cherry Blossom GirP, 'Surfing On A Rocket', 
and 'Alone in Kyoto'. The additional production by Nigel Godrich 
seems to lend the album the kind of ethereal melancholy that 
exemplified his work on Beck's Sea Change a. couple of years ago. 
This is an album of beguilingly exquisite soundscapes tha t make a 
singularly complete and captivating work. 
-Jeremy Day 
\ 
Carla Bley has landed a firm context for herself in the big band 
arena through a propensity towards bending the American 
theme. Considering her bygone madcap years, plmnp with 
experimentalism and genre-dabbling, this development could be a 
disappointment: Carla doesn't belong with a genre! She might be 
accused of leaning towards a popularist audience if she were selling 
any more albums. 
Carla is continuing her long-standing crusade to mince jingoist 
composing traditions. The first half of the album is dominated by 
her self-composed variations on "The National Anthem", kicking 
Francis Scott Key up the bottom, starting with "OG can UC?" and 
ending on "Keep It Spangled". Gosh, she's a funny girl. 
As tends to be the case with these albums, this opener is the highest 
and most exhilarating point. She states herself clearly, with a sense 
of theatrical abandon. You might want to throw yourself about the 
room. 
The rest of the album is the sort of thing to sit down and consider 
with serious ears. I'm not sure whether these two moods gel 
within the same sitting; perhaps she wants to be making vinyl 
again. However, she ends on another high note - that is, an almost 
unrecognisable arrangement of "Old McDonald Had A Farm". Carla 
Bley exploits the same uneasy love-hate relationship with America 
that works so well for say, Matt Groening. 
She keeps a sublime band ofcourse, Gary Valente on trombone. Lew 
Solofl''s trumpet and her daughter Karen Mantler plays organ and 
glockenspiel. Her European saxophonist duo Andy Sheppard and 
Wolfgang Pushnig (teno/alto) also dip toes in US waters. 
This is not classic Carla Bley. It breaks no new ground, but I reckon 
its crafty nonsense still gives it good reason to be heard. 
- Wyatt Moss-Wellington 
Caged, Dan Spielman stood at the window of his Treasury Casino hotel suite 
gazing out over the Brisbane River. He looked like he was thinking of a place he 
would rather be. It was just another 15 minute interview on the 'One Perfect Da/ 
PR merry-go-round spinning at media circuses across Australia. After a round of 
friendly greetings and a Iatte for Spielman, placed on the table by his three packs 
of cigarettes, I sat down to talk about the movie, but what was there left to say? 
I had seen the film the night before, where it was introduced to the media and 
B105 freebie crowd, firstly by some B105 DJ (sprouting the usual Austereo sell-
out hyperbole bullshit) and then by Spielman and his beautiful co-star Leanna 
Walsman. Dan was positive, but circumspect, he commented on how difficult and 
problematic the filming process had been, while an almost overwhelmed Leanna 
was amazed that the film had even been finished, given its minimal financial 
backing. I thought these were odd things to say but shit like this is never really 
conclusive of anything so it was on to the film with a fairly open mind. 
The first half hour of One Perfect Day is raw but exciting. It tells an original 
provocative story, focused on Tommy's (Dan Spielman) search for new sounds 
and life's underlying music. This strength compensated for the under developed 
supporting characters and some small plot holes. Great cinematography and 
inventive cut scenes (think a strong Citizen Kane influence on 90's Oz cinema) 
keep the story fast paced, climaxing in the performance of Tommy's opera. 
However, and indeed unfortuneately, from this point on the film becomes 
incredibly derivative, moving away from any examination of artistic exploration 
or character development, into a silly story where the 'evil eurotrash clubowner' 
tries to break Tommy and his girlfriend Alysse (Leanne Walsman) apart. By this 
stage the small plot holes are gaping crevices, too big to be papered over with a 
pumping soundtrack and good performances from the main players. Evetnually, 
the whole thing is unsatisfactorily put to bed with most of the emotion, artistic 
and character based elements of the stor)^ , which could have made this a good 
movie, underdeveloped or simply discarded along the way. 
(Back to the hotel room) 
At the end of the interview I hadn't been able to get Dan Spielman to say 
anything that you couldn't read or Hsten to in the plethora of publicity already 
pumped out for One Perfect Day Maybe a night spent over a few Coronas on my 
deck might have given more of an insight into Dan's character, I think underneath 
the rehearsed PR there is an interesting guy but I'll probably never know. 
In the end, the whole experience had been stuffy and weird and I desperately 
needed a fix, I felt around in my pockets and groaned. Not only had Spielman 
taken two hours of my life with his mediocre film, but now he had screwed 
me again, he had my nicotine. I thought of jumping back in the elevator and 
heading up to Spielman's plush, rose-themed drawing room, making my apologies, 
chancing him a quick glare and retrieving the ciggies. But then I thought of 
his day - carved up by a PR executive into fifteen minute slots -1 shivered, and 
decided he needed them more than I did. 
The Cement Box Theatre nade; 
University of Qneensland. 
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Where do yon draw the line? 
''Hurray! Fanfare!" 
- Wyatt Moss-Wellington 
Semper Floreat magazine. 
WRITE for our RE:VIEW PAGES 
If you see, hear, taste or touch 
anything really good, send us a 
review and we'll publish it. 
If you are looking for something 
good to see, hear, taste or touch, 
drop by the Semper office and 
we'll probably have something 
lying around. • Idnnkforfiree^ 'S^ts Cbasicbeer/spirit) X w w 
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